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Tuurspvay, March 31. 1715. 


The Continuation of thé Dream. 


. ND now I perceiv'd that the Road grew 
exceffive narrow, and all the Perfons 
before me feem’d to be either in Coach 
or on Horfeback ; and here I obferv'd 

fomething wholly new: Inftead of Bogs and great 

Stones, which encumber'd my travelling before, 

here lay a great Variety of Wooden Blocks {fcat- 

terd up and down, and their Virtue was fuch, 
that whofoever {tumbled on one of rheim, inftant- 
ly loft his Head. And it was not far before me, 
that a Coach with a Coronet behind, and a White 

Staff in it, driving juft againft one of them, over- 

turnd. When I came up to it, I could nor for 

my Life guefs whofe it was; for the Owner who 

rid in ir had at that very Jerk loft his Head. 1 

took particular Care how I ftumbled againft one 

of thefe Blocks, but found afterwards that poor 

Foot-Travellers were in no danger from them, 

they being only fatal to Men of Equipage. 


It would be endlefs to enumerate all the fad 
Events, to which in my Dream I was an Eye- 
witnefs in this unlucky Road, whofe Profpects on 
each Hand were enough to difcourage any confi- 
derate Man from travelling in ir. On one Side, 
methought I {aw a young Lad hanging by the 
Hair of his Head on a Tree, with a Javelin ftruck 
through his Heart ; and not far cff an old grey- 
bearded Fellow {winging by the Neck in a Hal- 
ter. I could nor forbear thinking rhe one to be 
Abfalom, and the other his wicked Prime Minifter. 
I had bur juft caft my Eyes on thefe Figures, 
when from a Thicket on my Right Hand I heard 
a Voice crying out, Et tu Brute; and as J turn’d 
my Eyes that way, I faw a Perfon ftuck full of 
Daggers, ftanding like the Man encompafs’d with 
the Twelve Signs in the Almanack. This I con- 
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cluded to be Fulius Cefar ; as I did another, that I 
faw taking a Draught of melted Gold, to be Craf= 
fus. Pompey was not far diftant, together with an 
infinite Number of ancient Heroes, too long here 
to recount. 


And now methought I was at the End of this 
tirefome Road ; when on a fuddén, nor far before 
ine, arofe a ftarely Palace, the like to which I 
have fometimes feen in Moorfields. I no fooner 
{aw it, than I know not how in my Dream I was 
convey d into it; and indeed the inner View of 
the Place had almoft convinc’d me that it was the 
fame Fabrick ; for on each Side of a vaft long 
Gallery were rang’d divers Apartments, in Form 
refembling thofe of Bedlam, but of a much larger 
Size. Both the Gallery and the Apartments were 
crowded with People, whofe Faces (if Faces be 
the Indexes of the Mind) plainly fhew’d thar their 
Hearts were full of Sorrow. In {fhort, all their 
Countenances were over-caft with Grief; fo 
that I was enclined ro think that the Owner of the 
Place was dead, or that fome great Misforruné 
had befallen the whole Family. While I was 
thus mufing, from amidft the fullen and gloomy 
Throng, methought a Perfon came up to me ; his 
fteady and ferene Countenance befpoke him a 
Philofopher ; he had a Phyfician’s Gown upon his 
Back, a Pair of Scales in one Hand, and a Rulé 
with a Pair of Compaffes in the other. As he drew 
near, he addrefsd himfelf to me as follows : 


‘ Friend Anthony, What mak’ft thou here ? This 

‘ is the Palace of that great Emprefs Difcontent, 
‘ whofe Kingdom reaches from Pole to Pole. My 
‘ Name is Reafon, arid I am fole Phyfician to thé 
* Emprefs and all her Family, who are eternally 
‘ fick, and I may fay defervedly fo; for though 
‘ they know that I can infallibly cure them, yer 
‘ the 









































‘the Majority, following the Example of 
¢ their Sovereign, who is led afide by ill Coun- 


‘ fellors, refufe my Prefcriptions. Follow me, 
u ali the 


‘ Friend& Anthony, and § will thew yo 
* Rar f the Place---s Delighted with fo good 
a Guidé, Emade fo Reply, but follow’d him, 


ag We camé to the Doot of a large magni- 
ficent Room, my Guide fpoke thus: ‘ Honeft 
“ Tony, to convince you of the great Extent of rhe 
“ Emprefs’s Dominions, [ will fhew you that the 
¢ moft famous Heroes have been Vaffals to her, 
‘ aswell as the meaneft Slaves; Look yonders-Fhat 
‘ mighty Emperor, cloath'd in Perfian Robes, is 
* the Gréat Alexander, complaining that he had 
* no more Worlds to conquer--- ‘That angry Mo- 
‘ narch, curfing the Winds and Waves, is the 
* great Xerxes. The reft of that numerous dif- 
* conténtéd Crew, are all Emperors, Kings and 
* Conquerors. | 

In Truth, I faw an infinite Number of Crowns 
and Garlands, which fate, I thought, but very 
uneafy on the Heads of thofe that wore them. 
But what ftruck my Fancy moft, was the Sight of 
an Old Gentleman fitting iri one of the Corners, 
whofe fullen Majeftick Brow. feem’d to teftify 
fome very late Caufe of Difconrent. An Old 
Lady that ftood by him (whofe ruin’d Counte- 
nance flew d that fhe had once ferved him in a 
more delightful Capacity than that of a Nurfe) 
was comforting and partaking of his Sorrows. I 
enquir'd of my Friend who he was; but could 
get no other Anfwer, than that his Hopes were 
fled. 
My Guide then would have fhew’d me many 
other Apartments ; but I told him, thar this one 
had fatisfy'd my Curiofiry ; and that I did nor 
queftion, but that the Dominions of Difcontent ex- 
tended over all other Ranks of Mankind, fince 
fuch Great Emperors, as [ had juft feen, were her 
Vaffals. However, I defired him to favour me 
with a Sight of the Emprefs her felf--- He then 
led me the Way; and as we pafs'd thro’ divers 
long Galleries, he pointed out to me feveral Com- 
panies : ‘ There (fays he) is the Lodging of whi- 
‘ ning Lovers; there for thofe who having attain’d 
‘ their Ends by Matrimony, are now ready to 
‘ hang themfelves for being in the Noofe. There’s 
¢ a Room fill’d with Ufurers, who being worth 
‘ Thoufands, are ftill afraid of Beggary. 
- And now methought we were advanc’d to a 
black and melancholy Apartment, where a glim- 
mering Light fhone, juft fufficient to fhew the 
Horrors of the Place: ‘ Look up (fays my Friend) 
‘ On yonder Throne of Ebony fits the great Em- 
* prefs Difcontent, with her three wicked Counjel- 
‘ lors, Ambiticn, Avarice and Envy. The Emprefs 
‘ you fee, clad in deepeft Sable, is continually 
‘ beating her Breaft, fighing, weeping and tear- 
* jng her-Hair, which is only the Eifect of the 
« Advice given her by her three Counfellors. The 
‘ Figure there on her Right Hand, that feems to 
« ‘be made up of the Bully and the Sharper, or to 


ain 





* give it a fofter Turn, of the Soldier and the Po. 
* litician, is Ambition. His Right Hand grafps a 
* bloody Sword, his Left Hand bears a Map of 
‘ the Univerfe, and underneath his-Feer lies 4 
‘ proftrate Slave. He on the Left, is Avaric, 
* fitting wpom a Bag of Gold ; bur his threadbare 
‘ Coat, his cobbled Shoes, his gouty Feer and his 
‘ lame Hands fhew you that he has no Power to 
‘ make ufe of it, though it is hisown. Beneath 
‘ him fit Numbers of all Conditions, who are 
‘ continually pinched by a cruel Servant of his 
‘ called Ufary. That Female Perfon behind the 
‘ Emprefs, cloath'd in a difcolour’d Gown, and 
‘ full of Eyes, is Envy. Obferve fhe now js 
‘ chewing a Toad, in her Bofom fhe harbours a 
¢ Snake, which bites her to the Heart whenever 
‘ fhe cafts her Eye on any profperous or happy 
¢ Object. This Female Counfellor, tho’ much 
« the meaneft of the Three, yet is the moft per- 
‘ nicious ; for Backbiting is her Profedfion, and 
‘ Merit her Averfion ; another’s Health is her 
‘ Sicknefs, and another's Misforrune her Welfare. 
‘ She never fails to lament other Peoples Mifhaps, 
‘ that they may become the more publick by it, 
‘ and never panegyrifes Worth or Honour, with- 
‘ out bringing in a But or an If: In {hort, her 
‘ greatreft Caufe of Grief is, that fhe has no Caufe 
‘ to grieve. 

While I was thus amufed in beholding the Em- 
prefs and her Court, I felt an Uneafinefs creeping 
upon me, and began to fympathife with the ret 
of the Company ;_ which my friendly Guide no 
fooner perceiv’d, than he pluck’d me by the El- 
bow, and bid me hafte away ; ‘ For, fays he, I 
‘ find were you to ftay here any longer, I fhould 
‘ be forced to leave you, and then you would be 
‘ for ever a Prifoner in this unhappy Place ; for 
‘ tho’ the Gare of this Palace eafily opens to all 
‘ Comers, yet it is firmly lock’d upon all within, 
‘ and I am the only Perfon that can let any body 
‘out.. This faid, he hurry’d me to the Door, 
where he produced a golden Key, which I faw 
had in it three Wards ; he told me that his Key 
was Argument, and with it he let me out. Jutft 
as I came into the open Air, I waked, and 
grumbled at fo longa Dream, asI fear my Reader 
may do much more. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


On Saturday will be publifh’d No. IV. of 

x*, The LONDON POST, Gc. To be continu’d 
Weekly, with the frefheft News Forcign and Domeftick, 
together with Port-news, Rates of Stocks and Funds, 
Prices of Corn, Abftracts of Cafes and Caufes depending 
in Parliament or in the Courts of Juftice, with an im- 
partial Account of all Pamphlets and Books publith’d 
the Week patt, and in fhort every Thing that can inform 


or divert the Reader. 


N-8. This will be no Party- Paper, but a true Original of 
Faéts as they are, and is fo printed that Gentlemen may 
fend ’em into the Country Letterwife without the Charge 
of double Poftage. Sold by S Keimer at the Printing- Prefs 
in Pater-nofter-Row, and An Boulter without Zemseple-Bar. 
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